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A DEL A: Each one of us has something.
MARTIRIO [intensely]: Each one!
PONCIA: Quiet! Quiet!
CHORUS [very distantly]:
Throw wide your doors and windows,
You girls who live in the town
The reaper asks you for roses
With which to deck his crown.
PONCIA: What a song!
MARTIRIO [with nostalgia]:
Throw wide your doors and windows,
You girls who live in the town.
ADELA [passionately]:
The reaper asks you for roses
With which to deck his crown.
[The song grows more distant.]
PONCIA: Now they're turning the corner.
ADELA: Let's watch them from the window of my room.
PONCIA: Be careful not to open the shutter too much because
they're likely to give them a push to see who's looking.
[Tlie three leave. MARTIRIO is left sitting on the low chair with her
head between her hands.]
AMELIA [drawing near her]: What's wrong with you?
MARTIRIO: The heat makes me feel ill.
AMELIA: And it's no more than that?
MARTIRIO: I was wishing it were November, the rainy days, the
frost - anything except this unending summertime.
AMELIA: It'll pass and come again.
MARTIRIO: Naturally.
[Pause.]
What time did you go to sleep last night?
AMELIA: I don't know. I sleep like a log. Why?
MARTIRIO: Nothing. Only I thought I heard someone in the
yard.
AMELIA: Yes?
177